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golden against the light, that veiled her ear.
A spell was on the room.

" I imagine all the things are in that chest
of drawers/' he said in a voice not his
own.

She slipped back into the passage. " Let
me see the other rooms first/* Her voice
also was more severe; but he did not notice it.
She opened the door of the sitting-room
wide and walked boldly in.

There was the gate-leg table and the black
typewriter case; the two wooden arm-chairs,
one with brown corduroy cushions, where
Boston listened, the other with grey-blue
cretonne, where Bettington talked; the grey
cord carpet; the too shiny bureau, with
Durer's "Melancolia" on the wall beside;
a red kettle-holder by the mantel-piece; a
faintly tinted portrait of a girl above, with
a weight of light-brown hair looped low on her
neck,

" But where is he, Bett ? " she whispered.
" How strange it is, coming into some one's
rooms like this. Let's open a window."

He watched her push it open. " Here, let
me/' he said, too late. There was the red
Furniture Depository at the end of the long,
mottled wall of the board-school.